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POEMS. 



MELANCHOLY. 
I. 

1 

Bj a lone and diady river, 
Where the waterlilies grow, 
"Where the willows, bending low, 

O'er the wavelets shake and quiver, 

"With dew npon her airy vest, 
Sat a maiden, meek and lowly, 
By the sad waves running slowly, 

Tanii'd by breezes from the west. 

2 
When morning cometh fresh and fair. 

All in the Spring, the joyous Spring, — 
When trees again their blossoms wear. 

And breezes health and pleasure bring,— 
Then, all alone, in dreamy mood. 
She roams the sylvan solitude ; 
When nought is heard but the soft wind 
Which in her ear doth welcome find ; 

B 
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Or the litUe plaintiTe rill 
Issiiixig from the Biixmy hill, 
Bickering down by fidd and tree. 
Soothes her with its melody. 



Sorrow, sorrow, sorrow ! 
The wavelets are murmuring, 
Slowly meandering down to the sea ; 
Sorrow to-day, joy for the morrow — 
Grief for the even, joy for the mom : 
Over the stormy wave cometh the Spring, 
"With bloom for the black thorn, 
And flowers for the bee. 

4 
Away, then, away, where the billow 

EoUs heavily over the sand ; 
Away, away, where the willow 

Droops over the meadow-land : 
For the Spring-time and the swallow 

Are both come over the sea. 
And winter sleeps in the hollow 

Tinder the old yew-tree. 
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II. 

^ow from the rosy East the morning shows 

Her smiling face, and merry simshine glows 

On every waving forest, brake, and dell : 

Day 'gins his pilgrimage o'er the wide swell 

Of surging waters, and Earth awakes with smiles 

As the first gleam of light hestreaks the Isles. 

What time the sun pursues his stately way 

Prom east to west o'er the sublime expanse, till Day 

Sinks weary on his crimson couch, shadow's pale 

queen 
In some sequester'd woodland might be seen. 
Humming a doleful tune beneath the shade 
Of some lone tree, whose spreading branches made 
With the low breeze a pensive harmony, 
Like the soft sighing of the summer sea. 
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in. 



Heiglio ! for the greenwood gay, 

When the south wind woos the thorn ; 

Pleasure's voice sounds all the day, 
When the shepherd blows his horn : 

Here merry peasants spend the hours, 

Laughing in the shady bowers. 

2 

Eoses, blushing, downward look 
"When fair Mora, passing by. 
Sees herself and the blue sky 

Reflected from the tranquil brook. 

Creep, gay wood nymphs, softly creep, 

ITor wake the gentle brooklet's sleep. 



Loying woodbines round her grow. 
And sunbeams play upon her lips ; 

Sweet flowers waving to and fro 
When the bee her honey sips. 

And the winds are whispering low ; 

Thus the day, 'twixt song and glee, 

Passes by so pleasantly. 



XXLAKCHOLY. 
4 

Heigho! the winds begin to sigli, 
And the day grows old and weary : 

Dim the sun sinks down the sky 
Among the doads so dreary : 

Then shadow's queen, in msset dress, 

Walks the lonely wilderness. 
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IV. 



Slowly in the West 
Again the day is fading ; 
When the darkness bioodethy— 
When no one intrudeth, — 
Then she loves to wander 
Down the greenwood yonder, 
When the boughs are shading 
All the birds at rest. 



When evening breezes shake 

The reed-tops over the lake, 

And the plover begins to cry 

Far away in the misty sky, 

As the sun dips down in the Western sea, 

She sings this sorrowM melody : — 
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V. 
1 • 

Where the wallflower grows on the niixiB old. 

And waves to the setting sun, 
When the western clouds are Ringed with gold, 

And the Day his course has run, 
Then round and round, with a dreamy smile, 
I wander about the ancient pile. 



When the ivy waves to the evening breeze. 
And its dark leaves shake on the wall, 

O'er my mind will creep faint memories, 
Like the shadows that rise and fall 

When sweet on my ear in the dusky hour 

Gomes the swift's shrill shriek from theruin'd tower* 



When the dewdrops g^eam on the meadow grass, 
And the leaves of the aspen quiver. 

By the ruins dim I 6ften pass, 
As the pike leaps up on the river. 

Then round and round the paths I go. 

As the moonbeams Dlav with the waves below. 
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When the lupine drnts its yellow flowen. 
And the heath bends down with the dew,- 

"When the owlet flits from her shady towezs. 
And the bat comes forth from the yew. 

Then all alone in the twilight cold 

I wander abont these rains old. 
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VI. 



Down, far down, some shady glen, 
Glad with desolation round, 
Where the sullen nightshade grows. 
There she sits in gloomy den, 
Where the sunbeams seldom come 
Glimmering on the barren ground. 
And the pleasant wind ne'er blows. 
All seems lifeless, all seems dumb ; 
There the yellow leaves drop down, 
Leaves that scarce were ever green; 
There the toad is seen to crawl. 
With his coat of dusky brown ; 
There the dull snail streaks the wall. 
And all slimy things are seen ; — 
There the reptiles thick abound ; 
There the snake, curl'd round and round. 
Sleeps the summer day ; 
There the kite, with talons gory, 
In the morning grey and hoary, 
lake a tyrant king in glory, 
Sits above his prey. 

2 

Away, away, away ! 

Over valley, over plain. 

Where the sun scarce lights the day, 

And the black north wind amain 
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la the seowling tempest rayes. 
Howling oat its vnooiith Uiuters; — 
And tlie hemlock nods and waves 
To the cold and withering hieese; — 
There the fdngi grow in dhuteny 
And the l^yes in June are falling 
Piom the stunted alder-trees ; — 
There remorse despair is calln^y 
Whiefpering 'cross the barren meads ;- 
There the dingy ivj's crawling 
Slowly round the noxLotis weeds; — 
There the willow 's sipping, sipping, 
In the dank and ceaseless gloom ; — 
There is heard a constant dripping, 
Like the tear-drops of the tomb. 
Shed for one of timeless doom. 



High upon some mountain-range. 
Where rude seasons scarcely change. 
The rugged rocks or wiry grasses 
Ghx>wing by the way she passes ; ' 
"Where the eagle builds her nest — 
Where the cormorant finds a rest — 
There she wanders, pale and grave, 
Looking out upon the wave. 
With her dreamy thoughtful eyes. 
As the southern winds arise. 
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yn. 



See all the oom fields wavingy and fhe wood, 
With pleasaut numaursy like a gentle flood 
Of distant waters, chants the smmner long : 
Beneath its boughs Apollo sings his song, 
And all the shepherds sit in shadow sweet, 
Listening enraptured, while the scorching heat 
Withers the fields around : here garlands gay 
The gentle wood nymphs weave throughout the day, 
Of the fair myrtle boughs and laurel green. 
When in the tangled umbrage may be seen 
Solitude's lonely child in sorrow bound. 
While sunshine wakes delight in all around. 

2 

What charms for her hath summer with its flowers. 
When she her sorrow feeds with constant showers ? 
Like as the rank grass in the Spring-time grows. 
So at her footfall starts grief's pallid rose. 



Away, then, away to the pleasant fleld, 
Where the hasel branches their clusters yield, 
Where the gleaners are gathering up the com, 
And black hangs the sloe on the prickly thorn : 
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How yaried the tintB on the fiidiiig copse, 

As tlie partridge calls from the doyer tops 

To her straggling brood in the misty eye. 

To feed on the husks that the husbandmen leaye. 



Then Autumn comes, more suited to her choice. 
With hoar-frost Reaming from his beard and brow ; 

She loyes to hear his rude and blustering yoioe 
Shaking the faded leayes from eyery bough. 
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YHI. 



1 

2Tow from stoim-BWung branches shattered, 
Withered leaves, all brown and sear, 

jEtoTind the windy ways are scatter'd 
In the falling of the year, 

When the blast is raving free, 

[Round and round the forest tree. 



Blow, wild blast ! o'er holt and lea ; 

Wail forth thy song of blight and dearth : 
Pale Melancholy loves to see 

The faded verdure of the earth ; 
Thy ruthless voice she loves to hear, 
In the falling of the year. 

3 

What more sweet, when leaves are strong, 
In the spring-tide whispering low ? 

What more solemn than the song 

They chaunt when whirling to and fro, 

jBy the wintry breezes cold, 

Over all the woodland roU'd ? 
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IX. 

A rain stands, far from the haunts of men, 
A crumbling abbey in an island glen, 
"Where desert walks the bramble overlays, 
And stunted fems choke up the narrow ways ; 
"Where feeble warblers unmolested sing 
Their plaintive carols through a cheerless Spring ; — 
Where ravens croak, and seipents slowly glide 
Prom brake to brake along the bleak hill-side ; — 
And Desolation spreads her withering hand, 
Blighting all verdure in this gloomy land : — 
A lonely life she lives within this isle, 
Where clammy moisture saps the ancient pile, 
And Time again would crumble down the wall, 
And stone from stone would separate and fall. 
If 'twere not for the ivy's fostering hand. 
Whose webby j&ngers round them so expand 
That they the ruthless seasons long defy. — 
In the old chancel, frowning at the sky, 
A broken casement woos the passer-by, 
Whereon the Autumn moon is looking down. 
Thro' the dark flying scud with sullen frown ; 
And the pale evening star shines on the maiden 
Sleeping beneath the turret's shade, o'erladen 
"With shadows dim, which round and round her play 
Whilst on this rustic couch of mosses gray ; 
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Then o'er the yellow rustling leaves afar. 
Twilight advanoes on her moumM car. 
To hold sweet converse with her on the plain, 
What time the winds o'er all the hills complain. 
And gleams of lightning streak the distant donds : 
Then forth they wander dress'd in airy shronds. 
Twilight and Melancholy, sisters tme, 
Across the gloomy land their paths pnrsne, 
Koaming together through the lonely fields, 
While pensive minstrelsy the yonng night yields. 



16 ]aajuiCHOi.T. 



l^ow seated 'neath a monrnfiil yew, 

Whose roots suck moisture from the moat, 
"When nature wean her wintry hue, 

And dark clouds o'er the marshes float. 
Silent she sat within the glen 

Where wared the aged alder-trees, 
To hear the spear-tops of the fen 

Breathe out their plaintive melodies, 
As cold north winds slow by them pass 

Murmuring, murmuring far away. 
O'er rustling beds of withered grass. 

As Twilight bade farewell to Day. 



When whistling breezes ereak the vane, 

And snow lies thick upon the ground. 
Then leafless wood and lifeless plain 

Sad Melancholy wanders round. 
Blow on rude winds across the wild ; 

Blow on, blow on, with angry sound ; — 
When snow on brake and bush is piled, 

She loves to wander round and round. 
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When fierce winda sweep the frozen lake, 

And ravens croak their sullen song, 
And owls from tod and turret break 

To sweep their ruin'd haunts along. 
Then roams she by the sounding sea, 

IV^here wild waves break upon the shore, 
Low chaunting, " Who wiU roam with me 

To hear the troubled ocean roar ?" 
Low chaunting, "Who will come and dwell 

With me on crags thick-heaped with snow, 
And watch the mighty billows swell 

TJpon the marble beach below ?" 



Alas ! there cometh no reply 

Prom headland bleak or cavern hoar, 
Save voices of the surge and sky. — 

The gull and cormorant seek the shore, 
With rushing wing and wailing cry ; 

All else is mute. Then, far away. 
She wanders slow by marsh and fell. 

Like phantom in the evening gray. 
To where yon dark sepulchral trees 

O'er peasants' lowly gravestones sway : 
While drifting snow-wreaths choke the dell, 

And dying day's departing kneU 
Comes heavy on the wintry J)reeze. 
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Is it the the knell of partmg day 
Alone that saddens earth and skies ? 

2f 0, from yon churchyard lone and gray. 
Sad Melancholy hears alway, 

'Midst fimeitd hymn and mourners' sighs. 
The sexton's hollow yoice arise. 
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XL 

Low musing ill the churcliyard old, 

"Whence the startled owlet flits, 
By the chancel grey and cold 

Pallid Melancholy sits ; 
Ever gazing round and round 
That sepulchral hallow'd ground, 
Where heaving turf and mossy stones 

Preach mortality's decay — 

Preach that all are kindred clay — 
And mark the spots where lie the bones 

Of Mends long pass'd away; — 
Gazing at the wintry flower 
Growing from the ancient tower, 

Nodding in the moon's pale light. 
As the passing breezes play 

With the ivy drooping o'er 

The porchway of the old church door. 
And creeping round the tombstones gray. 
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XII. 



1 

Hark ! a giist its spite is wreaking. 

Through claspM tendrils, web, and dust. 
On some ruined casement, creaking 

As the hinges turn on rust ; 
But the moumfal maiden hears 

ITor the gust, nor casement creaking ; 

Other sounds to her are speaking. 
Other sight to her appears. 

2 

A trance is on her : — By imagined streams 
She wanders, in the shadowy land of dreams. 
Pacing, with pilgrim wanderers forlorn. 
Sands of a desert beach as daylight dies, 
Watching the Sun to rest with tearful eyes ; 
Then, at the breaking of the chiU drear mom, 
"When he returns from out the moaning deep, 
She wakes them from their joyless sleep. 
To pour their matins on the salt sea-breeze, 
A mingled chaunt of saddest melodies. 
To rocks and caves and tempest-driven seas ! 
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XIII. 



1 

Her dream is dianged : — A ruin hoar, 
Belie of the days of yore, 
Days of fierce baronial pride, 
Opes its broken portals wide. 
Opes for her its grating door. 
Lo ! where sound of armour-clank 

Once arose from warrior-tread, 
Ivy now, and herbage rank, 
With the dews of midnight dank, 

A melancholy carpet spread. 
Lo ! where mirth once shook the hall. 
Silence now is all in all. 
Here his trail the adder leaves ; 
Here her web the spider weaves ; 
Here, where Pride his banner hung. 
And heroes rear'd their ancient crests, 
I^ow Decay her pall hath flung. 
And on all her shadow rests. 

2 

And there, where once the mighty knelt — 
Of Prince and Peer the stately prime — 

The maiden dream'd that she too felt 
The withering palsying hand of Time : — 
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And xnnrmur'd to the passing gale 
This dosing song — ^this dying wail : 
" I'm old, I'm old ; this world is old : — 

My hrow is wrinkled o'er with age ; 
My eyes are dim, my heart is cold, — 

Its grief no pity can assuage. 
No joy to me can Nature bring, 

"With all her choristers in air ; 
Nor Summer glad, nor flowery Spring, 

When trees their new-bom yerdure wear." 

3 
She ceased, — ^for in her dream she saw 

A dark form by her side alight — 
A form of visionary awe. 

Her ever-moumful parent. Night; 
"Who wrapp'd her in her mantle gray. 

Tinged with the dawn's first rosy gleams — 
Close wrapp'd her from the coming day. 

And bore her from the land of dreams 1 
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SPRING-TIME. 

1 

Cold Winter now waved witli reluctant hand 

To England's happy shore a long adieu ; 
One lingering look was thrown upon the land, 

Ere he his northern journey woidd pursue. 
Meanwhile, on sunny hank the primrose grew, 

Sweet emhlem of the merry-making dame : 
Ah me ! fair lady, long we've look'd for you, 

And call'd you forth hy many a gentle name, 
Ere from those islands green your welcome footfall 



Then from those pleasant vales heyond the sea — 

That happy land where peace and pleasure dwell- 
In the grey dawn a hlissful harmony 

Along these verdant aisles was heard to swell. 
She comes ! she comes ! a thousand voices tell 

In rapture wild, the glad earth to adorn ; — 
What time cool Auster sighs within the deU, 

And the lark soars ere yet the day is horn, 
To greet this lady fair aU in the silent mom. 
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3 

She comes, she eomes in pleasant robes airay'dy 

And all creation doth glad homage pay ; 
Her hand upon the woods is gently laid, 

"When all the trees her kind behests obey. 
And their sweet love jn tender green display. 

Alike o'er mead and mountain she presides. 
As merry throstles wake the smiling day. 

From grove to grove how tranquilly she glides, 
As joyous sunbeams play along the upland sides. 



Such bashfiil maiden, so o'erlaid with charms. 

In beauty's sacred isle you seldom see. 
Old Earth now greets her with outstretched arms, 

And thousand voices, all of jollity. 
The sap leaps wildly through the tallest tree, 

And mountains lose their diadems of snow ; 
All hearts are throbbing to one melody, 

And N'ature's happy face is all aglow, 
What time the sparkling streams adown the green- 
wood flow. 



DelightM Spring ! all nature hails with joy 
Those timid blushes from the southern cloud, 

When thy warm breath the icy bonds destroy, 
And brooks released are bickering aloud, 

"No longer pent in winter's dreary shroud. 
Pair violets open to the genial light, 
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And on the lawn the modest daisies crowd, 

As winter northward shapes his lonely flight, 
Till. Zembla's frozen shore re-greets his weary 
sight. 

6 
In verdant vales is heard the cuckoo's note — 

All hail to thee, sweet messenger of Spring ! 
Again the welcome swallow skims the moat, 

And doth to drooping hearts glad tidings bring. 
"What peals of joy o'er all the welkin ring. 

As cheerful sunshine streams upon the wold ! 
To breezes soft the trees are murmuring 

In pleasant converse through the forests old, 
"Wliile the young playful lambs are bounding from 
the fold. 

7 
Gay health retumeth with the joyful queen, 

And blood long stagnant leaps through every vein; 
The woods now glitter in their robes of green, 

And labour's voice is gladsome on the plain. 
The kindly soil receives the fiuitfol grain. 

And lusty ploughmen greet the smiles and tears. 
The sun and shade of April's fitful reign ; 

And all around a dewy freshness wears. 
When from those eastern hills the King of Day 
appears. 

8 
The King of Day comes on his fiery car, 
Eobed in resplendent pomp and majesty : 
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What Bolemn sight upon those hills afar 
To see him rise from out the tranquil sea, 

"When scarce a green leaf moves upon the tree, 
As Morning opes again her radiant eyes, 

And Night's cold shadows down the moorland flee ; 
Across the pleasant fields the partridge cries, 

And joyous welcomes from all living hearts arise. 

9 

'Twas in the spring, best season of the four, 

"When merry blue-bells waved on uplands fair. 
That Ferdinand, a youthful caladore, 

To the green bower of Cynthia did repair ; 
The blue-eyed Cynthia, with the auburn hair. 

And voice that from her lips like music went, — 
Music that seem'd to charm the listening air ! 

To her with boundless joy his course he bent. 
Far down the greenwood dim, in love's bewilder- 
ment. 

10 
At length he saw the lady of his choice. 

In robes of white bedeck'd with many a flower ; 
And, when she spoke, the sweetness of her voice 

Did sink into his heart with wondrous power : 
In silence then he'd listen by the hour 

To amorous tales and legends blithely told, 
While the soft breezes fann'd her rustic bower. 

And waved the broad leaves on the chestnuts old. 
Ere yet the glorious sun full splendour did unfold. 
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11 

But when the fervid day had gathered Heat, 

And everything was dancing 'ncath its beam, 
Slowly they wander' d down the fair retreat. 

Taking their fill of love's first rosy dream ; 
"While, all around, the wilderness did seem 

To their enchanted eyes a palace gay — 
A fairy place beneath the sunny gleam 

Made fragrant by the vernal breath of May, 
"Which o'er all hearts doth steal with such mys- 
terious SAvay. 

12 

Then spake the youth, in accents sweet and low — 

" This is the tangled grove for lovers made. 
Whereof we read in legends long ago, 

"When first we rambled 'neath the breezy shade 
Of those green myrtles in the peaceful glade, 

By the lone marge of gentle Collwood's strand. 
Here, vows once plighted never, never fade ! 

Ah, lovely Cynthia ! yield me heart and hand ! 
I have for you a home, far down this pleasant land." 

13 

Then on her happy countenance arose 

A colour richer than the orient dress 
Eose-tipp'd Aurora wears, when rsfc s he throws 

Her radiant glances on the wilderness : 
Disclosing thoughts the tongue cannot express ; 

The secret passion pent within the heart, 
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"Which now no more can fear or doubt repress ; 

And happy tears fi*oni those fair eyes did start. 
As from, the pleasant grove they silently depart. 

14 
With placid sigh she bade her home adieu, 

And all the flowers did bend in soft farewells ; 
The shrubs rejoiced, and sweet aroma threw 

Along their pathway through the verdant dells : 
Then came a joyous peal of marriage bells, 

That waked the woodland to wild ecstasy; 
Far down the valley green the echo swells. 

And every bird, in air or on the tree. 
Greets the thrice happy pair while pacing down 
the lea. 

15 
"Where have you been, sweet lady of the May, 

So long a-dallying with soft winds and showers ? 
To what green arbour do you shape your way, 

Por pleasant musing in the noontide hours ? 
"When all the meads are clad in pleasant flowers. 

And merry peasants labour in the vale, 
Glad nature's music fills the rustic bowers. 

And floats upon the ever gentle gale 
Across the happy fields adorn'd with cowslips pale. 

16 
Let "Winter and all sorrow then depart — 

Ah ! who will trace him in his snowy flight, 
"When Spring's sweet radiance gushes on the heart. 

And all things drear are fading from the sight ? 
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May memory ne'er recall the long dark night, 
To cloud our happy moments with its spleen ; 

The long-pent river rolls with wild delight 
Amid the sunshine down the meadows green, 

And every happy rill is bickering in the sheen. 

17 

To the great Euler of the universe 

Around pure songs of adoration rise : 
Let every creature gratefully rehearse 

A tributary song to the All-wise, 
All-powerful Pramer of the earth and skies, 

"Who from the tempest-ravaged earth doth bring 
Such bounteous births to man's delighted eyes. 

All things revive — awake ! world ! and sing 
Anthems of grateful joy to Heaven's Almighty King. 

18 
Wake, harp and voice ! for Heaven's Almighty King 

Again vouchsafes to clothe the barren mould 
"With verdure fresh as. when the world's first spring 

By Pison's marge her beauties did unfold. 
To Eve's fair eyes, in colours manifold. 

Ere yet the tempter near her pleasant bower 
Coil'd round the fatal tree his snaky fold. 

And won her credulous ear with subtle power, 
TiU God's command she broke in aye-accursed hour. 

19 
Now the bright day to its full splendour grows, 
And faint and fainter sounds the minstrelsy ; 
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All while the burning noon its lustre throws 

Full on the foliage of the greenwood tree, 
"When murmurs by the brooklet in its glee, 

Through laurel groves, and arbours rich and bright, 
Amidst whose sweets the ever-toiling bee, 

Now here, now there, doth busily alight, 
"Winging from flower to flower his progress of de- 
light. 

20 
Fragrant the air, scent-laden from the flowers, 

As fading sunlight streaks the western sky. 
Lo ! all things freshen in the dewy hours. 

As twilight gives to each a tenderer dye ; 
Till chaunts the ^Nightingale " in some grove nigh," 

And from the airy sheep-fold sounds the beU. 
How sweetly solemn, as all voices die. 

And glow-worms 'gin to twinkle in the dell. 
To hear from distant spires soft Day's departing 
kneU. 

21 

Lo ! Yesper, star of love, ascends the sky. 

And deeper shades proclaim fast-coming ITight, 
A mist is gathering on the mountains high, 

The glimmering woods fade slowly from our sight. 
The burring beetle takes his dreary flight 

Across the dusky field ; the plover's call 
Is heard upon the moor ; the pale starlight 

Now scarcely gleams upon the garden wall, 
And now Night's gloomy shades are mantling over all. 
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22 

Delightful season ! wherefore haste so soon ? 

Ah ! tarry here, and let thy garlands wave 
A little longer in the cheerful noon, 

That more of thy sweet presence we may have : 
Ere thy departure, this one hoon wo crave. 

That memory, when the Summer days have pined. 
And Autumn winds sigh o'er its lonely grave, 

May hring thee hack, sweet season, to the mind, 
"With all thy tender joys and promptings sweet 
and kind. 
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THE OLD MANOR HOITSE BY THE STOUR. 

One fair, evening, sloping westward, softly shone the 
orb of day. 

Through, the spreading beechen branches, through 
the elms each side the way ; 

Growing green were all the meadows by the rippling 
river's side, 

And the wavelets murmur'd faintly, flowing down to 
meet the tide ; 

When there came a weary Pilgrim, bending 'neath a 
heavy load, 

"Wandering slowly down the greenwood, by the lone 
and dusty road, — 

Threw his wallet on the bani:, sat beneath the plea- 
sant shade ; — 

Saw the evening's crimson vestment from the hill- 
tops slowly fade ; 

Saw the full moon rising brightly up above the grey- 
grown walls, 

As the dreamlike misty vapour round about the wood- 
land falls. 
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Lo ! there came an aged shepherd wending 'cross the 

dewy wold, 
Through the flowery valleys homeward, from the 

bleak and airy fold : 
On he came, with heavy footstep, leaning on his 

staff of oak, 
When the pilgrim from the green bank thus the 

dreamy silence broke. 
TeU me, shepherd, cried he, pointing through the 

stately broad elm-tree, — 
Tell me! pray thee, gentle shepherd, what proud 

mansion that may be. 
Peering through the leafy branches in the twi- 
light's fading gleam, 
Towering high above the foliage, frowning o'er the 

gentle stream? — 
Canford House, replied the shepherd, pointing 

through the shady bower, — 
Canford House, a noble dwelling close beside the 

winding Stour — 
Ancient dome of mirth and pleasure, old demesne of 

love and song — 
*' Andent seat of lord and lady," home alike to weak 

and strong. 
Many a tale of that proud mansion have the bygone 

inmates told, 
Many a legend left behind them, written in the days 

of old; — 
Many a wild tale in my boyhood have I heaxd in 

yonder glen, 



34 THB OLD KAKOB HOUSE. 

From the lips of aged rustics wending liome from 

field and pen ; — 
Feats of warriors stem they told me, lords of all 

this fair domain, 
Till in fancy I could see them gathering on the dusky 

plain, 
Till in fancy I could hear them shouting fierce, with 

clash of arms, 
Binging through the shaken valleys, when the hills 

reel'd with alarms ! 
But a change came o'er my vision ; for the star of 

peace arose. 
And the happy days returning wrapped the land in 

calm repose : 
Then the war trump ceased its clamour ; thrown aside 

were spear and shield, — 
And the sturdy ploughman safely led his toiling team 

afield. 
Then in fancy I could see Ela, down the laurel 

glade. 
Like a woodland nymph blythe roaming in the cool 

and pleasant shade. 
Ere the life '< utilitarian" had its boasted march be- 
gun, 
Ere the smoke of Hammon's city marr'd the glory of 

the sun ; 
Ere the basy brain of science, with its strange in. 

ventive might. 
Sped the heavy-laden waggon with the flashing speed 

ofHght; 
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When, unscared, the joyous swallow fikimm'd the 

river and the plain ; 
"When the antler'd deer browsed calmly, undisturbed 

by rushing train ; 
"When, unscared the sky-lark warbled through the 

bright and peaceful sky, 
And the robin's heart ne'er fluttered from an engine 

roaring by — 
Prom these haunts of early childhood, lovely Ela. 

far was borne. 
To some bleak, secluded castle in a Norman wild 

forlorn. 
There she languish'd, droop'd, and pined, shut within 

the gloomy walls, 
Till a knight, with heart heroic, vow'd to free her 

from her thralls. 
Soon his barque with favouring breezes o'er the 

surging billows £ew ; 
Soon the bold land of the Norman burst upon his 

anxious view. 
There he landed, there he wander'd in a minstrel's 

lowly garb; 
He display'd no glittering pemion, he bestrode no 

prancing barb. 
But long days and weeks pass slowly, evenings set 

and mornings rise, 
And he gains no word of tiding where the prison'd 

lady sighs. 
It was not till bleak November, wandering by the 

restless main, 

j> 2 
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That he saw a mossy fabric looming through the 

diiying rain. 
Wet and weary then he hied him to the stately 

castle door; 
Cold the hitter winds were blowing from the bleak 

and open shore. 
There he sang a pleasant ballad; soon the vaasala 

gathered round, 
And the warders on the ramparts bent to catch the 

cheeifdl sound. 
There he touoh'd hu harp-strings sweetly, till the 

day was growing late, 
When there came a gentle maiden gazing through a 

sullen grate, 
Saying, " Minstrel, sing again, sing once more that 

happy strain ; 
'Tis the song that cheer'd my childhood when I 

roam'd o'er Sarum's plain ! 
'Tis the song the gleemen chaunted in old Ganford's 

ancient tower, 
When the maildd spearmen feasted blythe through 

many a midnight hour." 
Then he entered the old castle where so long she'd 

been immured. 
And a thousand giiefb and tenors in its gloomy cells 

endured. 
Then the seneschal and vassals gathered round him 

in the hall; 
There he chann'd them with his ditties — ^heard their 

laughter rise and fall — 
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Till with wine their heads grew heavy, and thej 

slumber'd one and all, 
Save the knight and lovely lady, by the firelight in 

the hall; 
Slumber'd deeply on rude pallets, here of oak and 

there of stone. 
While the knight and lovely Ela sat beside the fire 

alone. 
Then, before the dying embers, told the knight his 

story free; 
How he came a lonely pilgrim from St. Michael's by 

the sea : — 
« Ere the light breaks in the morning, we will tread 

yon sandy shore : 
Haste thee, lady ! snatch thy mantle ; freedom now 

is at the door." 
Safe he bore her from that castle, to her own far 

native bower — 
To fair Canford's stately fabric, on the pleasant banks 

ofStour! 
Safe he brought her to King Richard, Bichard of the 

lion heart, 
When he vow'd that she should never from his realm 

again depart. 
Grave her to his brother Long'spee, son of Eosamond 

the fair. 
And in Canford's ancient mansion dwelt the newly- 
married pair. 
Here she nursed her favorite son, second of that 

noble name, 
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Whose heroic deeds for ever sparkle on the rolls of 

fame. 
Here she rear'd that nohle chieftain, Long'spee great, 

of fair renown, 
Who fell a martyr ere his prime, at Monsonra's fatal 

town. 
Here it was the ancient barons through barr'd hel- 
mets drank the wine ; 
Here it was the second Long'spee once prepared for 

Palestine — 
At the head of doughty chieftains marched with 

battle-axe and bow, 
'Gainst the Crescent's swarthy warriors, where far 

Eastern waters flow. 
There he fell with brave companions on a gory battle- 
field, 
There he fell with mangled body, broken helmet, 

spear, and shield. 
"Where's the cold heart throbbing slowly, glancing 

through the mist of years. 
Beads unmoved the dreadfol story of these valiant 

cavaliers ? 
On the eve of that dread battle, Ela, in her lonely 

haU, 
Heard the death-watch beating slowly from the 

darkly tap'stried wall ; 
Heard the chain'd-up abbey mastiff utter many a 

boding howl ; 
Heard the croak of boding raven, and the hoot of 

boding owl ; 
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* Heard tlie bell from distant Sarum soimding forth 

a moumfal peal ; 
Heard a faint mysterious wailing down the darken'd 

valley steal ; 
And there came a sudden tempest rending all the 

vaults of night ; 
And, though Earth was clad in darkness, in the 

heaven appeared a light, 
And it shone like summer sunset, fringing aU the 

clouds with gold. 
I^orth and south the lightning darted, north and 

south the thunder roll'd. 
Slow she saw a knight ascending, clad in armour, 

up the sky, 
With a lustre all unearthly in his keen, heroic eye ; 
Hush'd were now the peals of thunder, and the 

fiery storm had rest, 
But above the misty chaos shone the noble chieftain's 

crest. 
And she knew her son's bright armour gleaming 

through the night's dark shroud, 
When the dazzling heavens open'd and received him 

from the cloud. 
Soon the tale of battle hasteth over flood and over 

land ; 
Soon the news of victory spreadeth, writ with fierce 

and bloody hand ! 
Soon the shout of war was wafted firom Mansoura's 

gory height, 
Where the chieftain fought and perish'd in the 

fiercest of the fight! 
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Long as yalour finds a patron, shall this noble deed 

survive ; 
How black Egypt's swarthy thousands gather'd 

round the dauntless five. 
Then she call'd to mind the vision that so late had 

met her sight, 
In the lone secluded abbey, on that dark and stormy 

night; 
And, in lowly spirit bending, up to Heaven she raised 

her hand, 
As the evening sunset vanish'd, and a gloom came 

o'er the land. 
Saying, ''Life is but a shadow, flying, flying quick 

away, 
Passing like the fltful twilight, fragile as an April 

day: 
Why should we, with craven feeling, shun the duties 

of our state ? 
Every mortal's course is graven on the iron rolls of 

fate: 
Why should we, with sordid feeling, gloat upon our 

borrow'd store ? 
When the death-bell on our slumbers tolls to wake us 

evermore ! 
Lo! I'll leave behind a beacon, on life's rude and 

treacherous way, 
That will guide the wanderer homeward through this 

rough and stormy day ; — 
Pointing up to brighter climates, to a happier, holier 
. home. 
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Where no strife nor storm can enter, tears and sor- 
rows never come." 

In the days of pions Edward, last upon the Saxon 
roU, 

Ulwen held the ancient manor, as we read in Dooms- 
day scroll. 

Here pale nnns once sought a refuge, when the dis- 
tant war drums roll'd ; 

Here they found a quiet shelter in the stormy days 
of old. 

Now a king roam'd here uneasy with a diadem of 
care; 

Now some meek unhappy princess sigh'd a captive in 



Now some great and valiant warrior stalk'd around 

in clanking mail ; 
Now some old and time-worn chieftain sought a 

shelter, maim'd and pale ; 
THiat wild scenes of love and bloodshed pass'd within 

its stately halls, 
In the troublous years departed, over which Time's 

mantle falls ! 
What rude storms of strife and tumult, buried in the 

days agone ! 
Once here roam'd the pious Gertrude, once here lived 

the base King John, — 
Ela, Long'spee, Maud, and AHce, names which lin- 
ger round it yet, 
With all the noble Montacutes and great John of 

Somerset. 
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AMf aioimd this andent boildiiigy cast their ahadowB 

of renowiii — 
Memories fiim, which Time's rade fingers ifrill be 

long in tearing down : 
Oyer eyery scene of tomnlt, hopes and fears, and 

passions strange — 
Still it stands a noble dwelling^ braying eyery wind 

of change! 
Lo! Fye told a tale romantic, in the qniet eyening 

honr. 
Long may firown that stately bnilding, o'er the 

gently-rippling Stonr ! 
Long may stand that noble mansion, heedless of the 

wintry blast, — 
Stand to link a brilliant future with the dark deeds 

of the past ! — 
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THE THREE OLD FRIENDS. 

With pure delight, one winter's night, 

Three old Mends met together ; 
The logs were crackling on the hearth, 

And stormy was the weather ; 
They sat beside the cheerful light, 

While winds were blowing cold, 
And had a chat of this and that. 

Of things both new and old. 

Kow as they laugh'd, and as they quaff'd. 

By the fire so bright and clear, 
There came a peal from Stephen's tower 

To greet the new-bom year. 
The new-bom year had struggled up 

Amid the driving sleet, 
With a snowdrop frill about his neck. 
And a primrose at his feet. 

When the grey old year sank in his bier, 

So peacefully to rest- 
To his long last sleep, so still and deep, 
With the snow upon his breast. 
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Across the wold the breeze blew cold, 

The sleet was falling free, 
And on the shore was heard the roar 

And dashing of the sea ; 
Down fell the snow, the winds did blow 

The last leaves from the tree, 
And the northern blast did not sweep past 

Unheeded by the three. 

'* Now listen," said the mariner ; 

" While cold the breezes blow, 
I'll tell a tale will make you pale. 

Of the land of ice and snow : 
How there went forth into the North 

A jovial company. 
And while three seasons came and went 

They roam'd the wintry sea. 

'* One pleasant day in merry May, 

When green leaves fast expand. 
This gallant crew did say adieu 

To their own native land : 
Farewell was shouted from the decK — 

Farewell replied the shore — 
And then an unknown voice sent back 

* Farewell for evermore.* 

^* The sails were spread, and on they sped, 

Before the rising wind ; 
But ere the day had pass'd away, 

Each threw a glance behind. 
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'< They gazed upon their fatherland, 
Andy 'mid the wild waves' roar, 
That dismal sonnd would oft rebound, 
' Farewell for evermore.' 
Before the breeze then nnknown seas 

They hasten'd to explore, 
When sable night shut from their sight 
The land for evermore. 

'' On, on they went ; the mast oft bent 
Before the gusty gale, 
When driving sleet began to beat 

TTpon their faces pale. 
Then came a moaning loud and deep, 

As of some mighty sea ; 
When by the mast a stoxm bird pass'd. 
And shriek'd upon their lee. 
The ice around, with fearfiil sound, 

Was crashing here and there. 
When the autumn sun his course had run, 
And left them in despair. 

'' With gloomy frown they saw go down 

The sun to his long, long rest ; 
When up there came the dreaiy night, 

And darken'd all the west 
Oh ! weary was the long, long night 

TTpon that wintry shore. 
When the light of day had pass'd away 

Kom them for evennore ! 
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Strange meteors sparkled, in the sky. 

Or darted to and fro, 
And spectres pass'd before the blast 

Upon the drifting snow. 

** The cheerful day had pass'd away, 
The sun rose not again ; 
The stars did glow upon the snow. 

And frozen was the main ; 
And frozen was the land about 

Wherever they could go, 
When silence fell with a dreary spell 
On all those wastes of snow. 
Then sighing to the cold, cold blast, 

Their nature seem'd to* change, 
And each could trace in the other's face 
A haggard look and strange. 

'' And when each spoke and the silence broke, 
Each voice was weak and low. 
As he stretch'd his hand toward the land. 

The land of ice and snow. 
Still on they press'd toward the west, 

"Where last they saw the sun ; 
When famine bared his hungry jaws, 
And crush'd them one by one. 

The frost was here, the frost was there. 

Exhausted was their store ; 
When o'er the snow would come and go 
* Faxewell for evermore ? 
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" Thus perish'dy in the cold, cold clime. 

That gallant company : 
All in the prime of winter time 

Upon the frozen sea. 
And when the sun came back again, 

With kind and cheerful glow. 
Their ghastly shapes, on icy capes, 

Peer'd out upon the snow." 

This dismal tale, ye scarce will doubt, 

Hath chased light mirth away ; 
And the "Three OldPriends" pass thoughtful out 

On the frosty new-year's day ; 
And as they go through the drifting snow, 

So glittering and so cold, 
They muse upon the mournful tale 

The mariner hath told. 
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THE HERMIT. 

On yonder lonely islaoidy 

Where the green alders grow, 
A mouldering pile, with iry dad, 

Frowns on the waves helow. 
It is a pleasant sight, they say, 

When sonuner days are done, 
To see through ramparts old and grey 

The setting of the sun. 

In times gone by, in time of old, 

Ere ruin crush'd the walls, 
Pierce warriors' tramp and battle's shout 

Besounded through its haUs. 
And on those hills, those barren hills, 

We see so far away. 
There was a bloody battle fought, 
TTpon some luckless day. 
For often, by the pale moonlight, 

Bude peasants with their spades 
Grim gfhostly skulls are turning up. 
With broken shields and blades. 
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l^ow once upon a winter's day, 

When trees were brown and sear, 
I asked a little fisher-boy 

To row me o'er the meer ; 
"When a pilgrim stood upon the hill, 

And look'd into the West : 
His frame was bent, and his beard so white 

Hung half-way down his breast. 

" I see him," said the little boy, 

" When a mist comes o'er the land 
Far down the West cast many a look — 

Then wave his bony hand. 
And as I'm steering to and fro 

In the dreary dusk of night, 
I often look across the wave 

To see the old man's light. 

" When the wild wind shakes the ivy 

Upon the ruins old, 
He roams about the grey-grown towers 

That look so damp and cold. 
Then, as the wintry sun goes down. 

And the night breeze rocks the tree, 
I hear him sing his even song 

Across the dusky sea:" — 
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SONG. 

" When Winter from hia dreary land 

Locks up the streams around, 
I love to see the white, white snow 

Pall softly to the ground. 
I love to see the white, white snow 

Pall on th^ sullen sea — 
That ever-rolling watery helt 

Which shuts the world from me ! 

" Then, when the northern blasts grow strong, 

I close my rustic door, 
When howling savagely and long 

They sweep both sea and shore ! 
Then, too, I hear the wild waves beat, 

The strand of the stormy sea — 
That ever-rolling watery belt 

Which shuts the world from me ! 

This life is but a fleeting dream, 

So soon it fades away : 
My life ; ah me ! what has it been 

But a poor short April day ? 
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Sometimes 'twas rough, sometimes 'twas smooth ; 

Yes, like the changeful sea — 
That eyer-roUing watery belt 

Which shuts the world from me. 
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THE OLD OAK-TREE. 

Beside a murmurmg river 

There stands an old oak-tree ; 
It looks as green as ever, 

Still towering on the lea ; 
It looks as fresh as ever 

On a cheerful summer's day ; 
Old tree, in thee no change I see 

In the years that have roU'd away. 

There's a change in all things else, 

bought looks the same save thee ; 
How alter'd sounds the river's voice 

As it rushes to the sea! 
And the hirds that sang upon thy houghs 

So sweetly in the May, 
All changed hut thee, thou ancient tree, 

In the years that have roll'd away. 

Green are thy leaves, as when in Spring 

I lay and dream'd hy thee ; 
And the sight calls hack my youth once more. 

Thou sturdy old oak-tree ! 
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But the Mends of my youth come not again, 

Oh where ! oh where are they ? 
All gone but thee, thou ancient tree, 

In the years that have roll'd away. 

Light was the heart in those happy days. 

Prom cares and troubles free, 
When the birds sang blithe on thy pleasant boughs, 

Thou sturdy old oak-tree. 
But the birds are gone, and the Mends are gone, 

That met in the merry May, 
All changed but thee, thou ancient tree, 

In the years that have roll'd away. 
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ODE TO WINTEE. 

The wintry son is sinking low, 
And cold the northern breezes blow ; 
The snow is drifting o'er the plain, 
And weary shep^tds now complain. 
Their flocks are gathered in the fold 
Tor shelter from the piercing cold. 
A gloomy time ! when winter hoar 
Eetumeth from his ice-boond shore. 
The summer flowers have pass'd away. 
And automn beauty finds decay. 
At thy approach, season rude, 
Our island dons its solitude ! 

The winds are moaning loud and shrill, 
And snow-flakes gather on the leaves ; 

The hoar frost gleams upon the hill ; 
And icicles droop from the eaves. 

Where now the modest violet, 

With its tender hue ? 
Or the gentle primrose, wet 

With the fi^sh dew 
Prom the Hps of Spring ? 
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*Wliere are the roses fair, 

That fill'd the summer air 

With fragrance sweet ; and where 

The lily hending low 

Beneath the gentle rain ? 

All buried in the winter snow, 

And o'er them loud the stormy winds complain. 



■^-Q^^sasss^^^ 



56 BONO OF THE LEAYES. 



SOKG OF THE LEAYES. 

Te whom youthful strength deceives, 
Hear the preaching of the leaves ? 

Oft in spring-time, meny spring-time, 
Here I've carolPd to the tune 
Of the joyous singing leaves. 

Singing eve and mom and noon : — 
Oh ! the change the seasons bring us ; 
Other strain they'll quickly sing us ; 

Oh ! the preaching of the leaves. 
Changing from their May and June ! 

Ye who boast your summer-eves, 
Hear the preaching of the leaves ? 

Oft in autumn, fading autumn. 
Here I've listen'd to the breeze 
Moaning through the old oak-trees, 

While the sear leaves, light as feather, 

Eustled in the gusty weather, 
Dreary moms and sullen eves : — 
Oh ! the preaching of the leaves. 

When they fell and sang together ! 
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O'er his perish'd hopes who grieves, 
Hear the preaching of the leaves ! 

Hear them preach, that ever ranging 
Through the months from day to-day, 
Tint and texture both they*re changing ; 

Kow in bloom and now decay ; 

Mornings cheery— evenings dreary :— 
Whoso joys and whoso grieves 
Each must listen, late or soon. 

To the woodland's changing tune, 

To the preaching of the leaves, 
Changing from their May and June ! 
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THE SNOWDBOP. 

Whilb the tardy Spring 

Ib Blumbering, 
"Fat J far away in arbours green, 

The snowdrop's seen, 
Up from its lowly bed through damp moss peeping. 

With joy we see appear 

The first flower of the year ; 

Thrice welcome are ye here, 
What time the primrose in the mould is sleeping ! 

When winter looketh down, 

With angry frown, 
Upon your innocent breast. 

Be at rest. 
Sweet flower of hope ! And on thy sire's retreating 
^ To his northern gloom, 

Bise from thy snowy tomb, 

Herald of bud and bloom, 
And give the new-bom year a merry greeting. 
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Oh, happy flower ! that I could bo 

Like thee ; 
To look upon the world one smmy day. 

Then pass away I 
Calm as the summer sun sinks in the west, 

I'd smile npon the dew 

One pleasant honr with yon. 

Then bid the world adieu, 
And sink into the mould, and be at rest. 
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THE HOLLT-TREE. 

SiKO, oh sing no more of the bowers. 

Whose beauty flies from the wintry blast ! 
Sing, oh sing no more of the flowers, 
A blight on their bloom and their beanty is cast ! 
Then what shall we sing, 
When the Summer and Spring 
Have sped like the hopes' of the flattering Past ? 
Oh ! stiU we will sing — ^and our song shall be 
Of the bright green holly, the brave holly-tree ! 

Sing of the berries that deck the old hall ; 

Sing, oh sing, of the bright green bough ! 
Though earth be frozen, and snow-flakes fall 
Like the snows of time on an aged brow. 
Still can we sing 
Though the blossoms of Spring, 
Like angels departed, have fled from us now. 
Oh, still will we sing — and our song shall be 
Of the bright green leaves of the brave holly-tree ! 
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When from the icy north winter retumeth, 

With the greenest of holly we'll garland his head ; 
When on the hearth-stone the Yule faggot bumeth, 
Porget we the Spring and the Summer have fled ! 
Let the blast whistle shrill 
Over valley and hill, 
And the leaves of the forest lie wither'd and dead : 
Blythe, blythe will we sing — and our carol shall be 
Of the bright green hoUy, the brave holly-tree ! 
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THiE MERRY MONARCH. 

Cols blows the wind across the moor, 
Piercingly blows the wintry wind ; 

The snow comes pattering 'gainst the door, 
And nought of Summer lurks behind ; 

The brooks have ceased their pleasant hum, 

And birds upon the boughs axe dumb. 

But at this dull and dreary time 

There always comes a welcome guest ; 

"What though his beard be fiinged with rime, 
His heart beats warmly in his breast, 

And by the social hearth can be 

The best and gayest company. 

No lark goes, up from flowery lawn 
To greet the sun through misty cloud ; 

Though Summer, Autumn, both are gone, 
And Nature dons her wintry shroud, 

"We still find pleasure with our friend, 

Just as the old year nears his end. 
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When near his end the aged year, 
We welcome in the good old King ; 

We treat him with the hest of cheer, 
And on the hoard our dainties fling, 

What time the hitter north winds hlow. 
And hells ring welcome 'cross the snow. 

Then let the great world sleep or wake, 
Christmas will still his visits pay : 

Old Time will still his jonmey take. 
And call onr hest-heloved away ! 

Oh ! good old Christmas ! hearty friend, 
E'en then, alas ! ninst have an end ! 
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THE ROSE. 

Iir my garden grows 

The Rose- 
Sweet summer flower, 
Queen of beauty's bower ! 
How fresh at morning's hour 

Is the Rose ! 

Like a modest maiden, 
Once her breast was laden 

In the early morning with the dew : 
Young Zephyr chanced to sally 
Porth from his pleasant valley, 

That merry, merry mom, her charms to view. 
And cried, " fairest gem 
In Flora's diadem 1" 

Which brought upon her face the. crimson hue ! 

* Some have call'd their pet 

The Yiolet, 
Kor I their taste condemn ; 
Upon its modest stem 
'Tie a sweet floral gem. 
The Yiolet ! 
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But what can e'er disclose 
SucIl £ragrance as the Bose P 

Sweet Bose ! 
The queen of beauty's bower, 
Caress'd by breeze and shower, 
England's adopted flower, 

The peerless Bose ! 
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SONNETS. 



IfATUEE'S MUSIC. 

There's mnBic in the wind tliat sweeps the wold 

In autonm time : a dirge for Smnmer past 

It seems to sing, ere the wild wintry blast 

Curls up the fading leaves with fiercer cold. 

There's music in the vale when we behold 

The sparkling streamlet down its green slopes run. 

What music in the woods when birds are singing ! 

There's music in the bleating of the fold, 

When playful lambs sport 'neath an April sun, 

Gladdening the shepherd's heart. The lengthening 

days 
Bring music in their train. Sweet harmony 
Through Nature's pleasant halls is constant ringing. 
When every warbler hymns a song of praise 
TTp to his maker from each green-robed tree. 
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HOPE. . 

'Whin Winter (5oineSy' with cdd and dreary showers, 
Her ftmeral-robe doth grieyiiig Nature wear ; 
Low in the South is seen the sun's last glare, 
And sleety breezes chant in leafless bowers. 
Kind Earth sits mourning through December hours, 
Like a sad widow mute in her despair, 
And lone among the stars beyond compare, 
"While deepening cloud on cloud above her lowers, 
And fiercely through her locks the wild winds blow : 
Then Memory round her aged brow entwines 
The yemal garlands of the seasons past ; 
Deep though her heart in sorrow now is cast, 
JETope through the gloom perceives the cheerful bow, 
And just beyond the endless Summer shines ! 
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THE NIGHTINGALE. 

Ah ! happy bird ! thrice happy ! for thy life 
Is one unbroken round of peerless song. 
When the loud world hath hush'd its sordid strife. 
Thou wak'st the woodlands green the summer long. 
Prom wary groyes of murmuring alders tall 
Thy pleasaat notes are wafbed o'er the stream, 
Where arching willows kiss the waterfall, 
Like happy lovers in their happiest dream. 
Ah ! gay. enchantress of sequester'd bowers, 
Making the summer nights more blithe than.days, 
How sweet with thee to spend the evening hours, 
As the still woodland echoes to thy lays ; — 
"When gentle moonbeams on the river sleep, 
And dusky shadows down the moorland creep. 
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THE MABINEB. 

1 

Once sat two lovers 'neath a mossy tower. 
Holding sweet converse ; while the dying sun 
Gave place to twilight, and the evening hour 
Came on so softly when the day was done. 
One gazed upon the billows as they roll'd, 
Ere yet the purple radiance died away, 
And said, " To-morrow's sun will me behold 
Toss'd on those restless waves beyond the bay, 
Bidding my native land a long adieu ; 
And ere these summer birds have ceased to sing. 
Our noble barque may touch the classic shore 
For which brave Albert and his fated crew 
Left the fair island, to return no more ! 
Thus to the brightest hopes will ruin cling." 
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'' Laiirar--farewell ! the ship is now in view 
That bears me £rom thy losing aims away. 
Yon purple streak proclaims the approach of day. 
And morning comes all fragrant with its dew : 
But lost to me is nature's loveliness — 
No solace from her sweetness can I borrow ; — 
In vain the fields put on their vernal dress ; — 
My heart is closed to everything but sorrow ! 
Farewell ! farewell ! the signal's on the mast, — 
And hence I go to traverse unknown seas, 
Par, far from thee, and from my native shore. 
The sails are spread to catch the favouring breeze, 
That soon may swell into a stormy blast. 
And I may see you, dearest love, no more !" 
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The winter winda blew shaiply from the JnUl, 
And on the beach we heard the billows roar. 
At noon there came a stranger to the door ; 
His locks were tangled, and his voice was shrill : — 
** Last night," he said, " we watch'd the snnto rest, 
A joyous crew ; and our careering bark 
riew o'er the waves, rich laden from the west. 
Clouds gather'dthen, and deepening night grew dark, 
Till, at the midnight hour, a dreadful shock 
Brought all on deck, with faces wild and pale. 
The ship had dash'd upon some hidden rock ! 
Ah ! then nor skill nor courage could avail ; 
Wildly we leap'd upon the rude sea's breast, 
And I alone escape to tell the tale !" 
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'' Come in," said Laura, ''shipwreck'd mariner ! 
Thy tale of sorrow saddens eveiy heart ; 
For scarce two summers since we saw depart 
Prom yonder shore my best-beloved." — ^Her 
Cheek then tum'd pale, and tears began to start 
Prom every eye, as the old mariner told, 
How, soon as morning broke upon the land. 
He saw young Bryan's corpse stark, rigid, cold, 
Cover'd with straggling weeds, upon the sand ! 
'' His left hand grasp'd a fragment of the mast. 
But in his right this little gem I found." 
'Mid breathless silence all then stood aghast : 
'Mid breathless silence, save the heart's rebound, 
Prom hand to hand the little locket pass'd* 
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KoWy while the night breeze makes the ivj wave. 

Awake, sad Muse ! — awake, the day hath fled : 

Tune thy low haipings for the timeless dead — 

For him who sleepeth in a sea-beat grave ! 

The night is come, with misty stars forlorn : 

Yent thy deep angoish ! fittest time to weep 

Is when the insensate world is hush'd in sleep, 

And Night's dark mantle hides thee from their scorn, 

Though tears recall not spirit into clay. 

Alas ! our life is but a fleeting breath. 

Borne on the wings of suffering along ! 

A stem brief transit to the gates of death : 

Death's self, the portal to Eternal Day, 

If but onr fJEiith in Ood were deep and strong ! 
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TIME. 

Old Time doih gently tbrongh the seasons cre^p, 
And many a head displays its weight of years. 
Like felons starting from their feyerish deep * 
When the hangman's footsteps sonndeth in their ears : 
So we do constant hear, with sighs and tears, 
His footfall, bidding ns remembrance keep 
How frail we are, how short our earthly stay. 
The Summer flowers in Autumn pass away ; 
The grass we see that clothes the fields in Spring, 
The blossoms glittering in the orchard, all 
Fade and die. When Winter's tempests ring 
Through groyes antd forest glades, the leayes will fall : 
Such gentle warnings doth kind Nature bring, 
Take heed, dear friends, and listen to her call I 
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EEPLECTION, 

Cak e'er Beflection bring ns Mppy days f 
Like Biunmer sunbeams in the tangled wood, 
Can it transport the heart with cheerful rays, 
To take life's journey in a happier mood ? 
Departure, like the genial mists of Spring, 
Makes all things freshen to a parting view ; 
Mature ne'er looks so fair and sweet a thing 
As when we see her in her teaars of dew. 
Thus, when in tears we take a long farewell 
Of some green landscape trod in youthful hours, 
At a last glance how beautiful it seems ! 
E'en though we part in fairer lands to dwell, 
Eeflection to its long-loved fields and flowers 
Still woos us back in Memory's pleasant dreams.'^ 
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THE PILGBIM TO LATJEA. 

LAfrr night, wlien wandering in the land of sleep, 
Wild changing dreams were haunting me like ghosts 
That in the depth of sullen midnight creep 
Around some guilty couch, in pallid hosts. 
At last a dream of you made sweet the hours : — 
Again, methought, we stole through meadows green. 
Weaving quaint garlands with the early flowers ; — 
But that, too, fled : I woke, and since haye been 
Fitfully mourning how glad youth departs. 
How soon the arch of life itself is spann'd ; 
Our earthly crown is but a thorny wreath. 
That pricks, and fades away ; and our restless hearts 
Soon throb us downward to the gates of death. 
Those portals of the bright but silent land I 
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LAVI2^A AND THE PRIMKOSE. 

Layikia sat within a leafless bower, 

And saw old Winter to the North retreating ; 

All sad and silent in the twilight hour, 

She heard the nuns their matin hymn repeating. 

Sore sick at heart, and pulses wildly beating, 

She wander'd forth upon a dreary moor. 

Where the loud rush of sea and river meeting 

Be-echoed faintly 'long the rocky shore. 

From the pale East the sun shone on the billows, 

As through the morning mist young Spring descended. 

And round old Nature's face her arms extended ; 

Then found Layinia solace 'neath the willows. 

Fringing the borders of a gentle stream. 

For there a primrose sprang to meet the beam. 
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THE PILGRIM. 

A GENTLE HELODT. 

Once, on a winter's night, when snow fell fast, 

And all the shrubs put on their white attire, — 

When round my cottage blew the stormy blast. 

And dim upon the hearth had grown the fire. 

Sweet strains of music came upon the breeze, 

A melody that sank into the heart 

As summer rain sinks in the parched leas, 

When Sol below the mountain doth depart. 

It echoed far away 'mong the old trees : 

I listened, wondering from whence it came. 

Until in dreamlike tones it died away : 

3£y blood grew chill, my fire no more would bum ; 

I wearied for the slowly-coming day. 

Wishing, yet fearing, that wild strain's return. 
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THE WALL-FLOWER. 

In solitude's drear path whoever strays. 
May thee discern on roin'd towers and walls, 
Wasting thy perfume in those ruin'd halls 
Where jovial mirth did once her carol raise, 
Clothed in gay tendrils from old Bacchus' tree ; 
When feudal lords to her did homage pay, 
Whom the brimm'd wine-cup, festive night and day, 
IFill'd with a merry madness loud and free. 
What shadows do we clasp in human things ! 
How baseless are these earthly tenements, 
Wherein poor mortals grasp the shade of power ! 
They soon decay, and through Time's ghastly rents 
The solitary wind their requiem sings. 
And o'er their ashes blooms this lonely flower ! 
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POMONA. 

When every orcliard gives in autumn time 
Its ruddy fruit, bending each tender bough. 
Observe Pomona listening to the chime 
The full ripe ears are making round her brow. 
"With pride she views for off across the fields 
Thick clusters dangling from the fertile vine. 
So rich a promise now her vineyard yields, 
Old Bacchus scents afar the new-made wine ; 
And at her purple treasures ofb he took 
Unseen a longing glance ; alone he came 
Across her vales thick piled with golden sheaves, 
What time she wander'd by a woodland brook, 
"Where crown'd Virtumnus saw her 'mid the leaves, 
And in his breast she waked the tender flame ! 
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